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“Sometimes the deadliest scream is silence.”
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Perfect Is a Lie

The morning light in Lumiraville felt as if it had been rendered by some impossibly advanced graphic program. Golden sunlight filtered through tall, perfectly aligned ash trees, highlighting the faint veil of mist that hovered low over the manicured green lawns—lawns that looked as though they were trimmed daily. The Monday sky was so dazzlingly blue it was almost irritating, as if it was trying too hard to convince everyone that the world was still a beautiful place.

Aria leaned on the white wooden kitchen windowsill, her fingertips tapping idly to the rhythm of the wall clock. Through the spotless glass, she looked out at the village’s main street, now beginning to hum with the movement of what could only be described as “picture-perfect” families.

Directly across from her was Number 47—the home of that family. The one everyone in Lumiraville quietly agreed was the most perfect of them all.

The front door opened with deliberate gentleness, and out stepped a woman in a peach floral dress. Her black hair was loosely gathered at the back with a small wooden clip. This was Kat—Aria’s neighbor—the woman whose smile people often described as the kind you wanted to be near.

Trailing behind her came her husband, Than, tall and calm, wearing a pale blue shirt with the sleeves rolled neatly to his elbows. He radiated the easy charm of an exemplary family man—patient, courteous, quick to smile.

Their two children—a boy of about eight and a girl no older than four—raced out of the house with schoolbags bouncing on their backs. Laughter rang out as Than scooped them up and spun them gently, their giggles spilling into the street like the soundtrack of a family commercial.

Aria stood still, watching in silence. There was no judgment in her eyes, only a strange, unplaceable distance, a feeling that didn’t translate neatly into words.

Perfect... so perfect it doesn’t feel real.

She murmured it to herself.

Turning back to her half-empty cup of coffee, now cold, she took a sip anyway, knowing the flavor had long since lost its warmth. Somehow, bitterness felt right for a morning like this.

Outside, Than guided the children into a pearl-white car while Kat waved them off. The whole sequence unfolded with the kind of effortless rhythm that suggested it had been rehearsed a thousand times.

Nothing goes wrong here.

Or maybe... they just don’t talk about it.

The thought rose from somewhere deep and quiet, before sinking back into the morning stillness of Lumiraville.

The front door of Aria’s house gave a soft creak as she pushed it open. The early-week sunlight touched her skin with a kind of politeness—neither hot nor glaring—as if, in this village, even the weather had been tuned to a perfect balance.

She stepped out to the low white picket fence. The air was still, carrying with it the faint scent of lavender from the house next door.

“Aria!”

A bright voice called from across the street. Aria turned to see Kat walking toward her, one hand holding a coffee cup, the other raised in a cheerful wave.

“Beautiful morning, isn’t it?” Kat said as she stopped at the fence. “I wish I could bottle this sunlight and keep it for every day.”

Aria’s smile was faint. “Just this morning? I think the sunlight here looks like this every day.”

“Mmm.” Kat chuckled softly. “True... this place is just... perfect, isn’t it?”

The word hung in the air. For a moment, Aria’s smile faltered. She studied her neighbor. Kat was still smiling, but her eyes didn’t match. They looked hollow, tired, strained.

Before Aria could ask anything, the sound of an engine came from across the street. Than emerged with the children—his son and daughter in neat school uniforms, breakfast clearly behind them, ready for the day.

“Nice weather today,” Than said, lowering the driver’s side window with his usual polite smile. “Don’t forget your hat, Aria.”

“I won’t,” she replied automatically.

Kat stepped back from the fence, waving to her husband and children with the poise of a 1950s housewife—hair perfect, smile perfect, showing nothing but “delight.”

When the car pulled away, the silence between the two women seemed to settle like dust.

“The kids have grown a lot,” Aria remarked.

Kat nodded, took a sip of coffee, then said quietly, “Than... takes care of everything. I don’t have to do a thing.”

The words should have sounded like praise, but something in them felt off—like there was another meaning buried underneath.

“Sounds like a dream,” Aria said, trying to read her.

Kat didn’t answer right away. She only smiled, her gaze drifting toward her own house.

“Yes,” she said at last, after a pause. “A dream, indeed...”

Her voice was softer now, and in that instant Aria saw something in Kat’s eyes—something being swallowed back. Words that wanted to be spoken but couldn’t be.

Before Aria could press, Kat shifted. “I’d better get the laundry started. See you this evening, Aria.”

“Of course.” Aria knew nothing would happen that evening except the usual nod and smile over the fence.

As Kat walked away, her slim frame seemed suddenly fragile—like she might topple if the wind blew just a little harder.

Aria stayed at the fence a moment longer, watching her until she disappeared from sight, before turning back into her own silent house.

Aria thought back to the day she arrived. It had been drizzling, the sky a heavy gray, and the wind stronger than it should have been.

She had moved in with twelve boxes and a heart already fractured in a thousand places. She remembered how no one came out to greet her. The street had been unnervingly quiet, as if each house had agreed not to look her way—except for one.

Number 47.

The knock came while she was unpacking her bookshelf. It was light but assured. When she opened the door, she found a woman in a soft yellow raincoat, holding an umbrella in one hand and a clean white cloth bag in the other. Inside was a box of cookies and a small note.

“Welcome,” the woman said, smiling like sunlight breaking through a rainy day.

That was Kat—the first, and the only, person to approach her without hesitation.

“They’re homemade,” Kat said. “I’m not great at baking, but I hope it helps make this place... feel a little less terrible.”

Aria still remembered the warmth of that moment—unexpected and disarming. A flicker of hope that maybe, just maybe, this could be a good new beginning.

They talked longer than either of them had planned. Kat never pried, never asked why she’d moved alone, never mentioned a husband. She didn’t ask the questions Aria had been bracing for.

The only thing Kat said before leaving was a sentence that had stayed with Aria ever since:

“This village is a wonderful place... if you know how to live in it the right way.”

At the time, Aria thought Kat meant suburban manners and neighborly politeness. But now... she wasn’t so sure.

Back in the present, Aria sat at her dining table, facing her quiet front yard—no children’s voices, no footprints in the grass, no morning family smiles.

In this village, every household seemed to follow the same formula: good husband, beautiful wife, well-behaved kids, a purebred dog, and a lawn trimmed no higher than three inches.

Her house had never fit that formula.

Her gaze wandered until it caught on a small framed photograph on her bookshelf. In it, a twenty-seven-year-old Aria wore a plain white T-shirt, standing beside a young man with a fearless smile. His hand rested lightly on her shoulder. In her arms was a baby—round eyes like hers, mouth like his.

She reached out and picked up the frame.

This village is a wonderful place... if you know how to live in it the right way.

Kat’s voice from that rainy day whispered back to her.

And this time, it made her shiver.

The silence inside Aria’s house was so deep it felt almost tangible—so quiet she could hear her own breathing echo in the emptiness.

That afternoon, the sunlight was still harsh and bright, yet it did nothing to warm the house. The sheer white curtains stirred with the breeze from the small window, the faint chime of the curtain bells clinking together like a call from the past.

She stopped in the middle of the living room, her fingers brushing the edge of the old canvas sofa, its color faded with time. A single cushion sat on it—embroidered with a child’s name.

Mina.

Aria stared at it for a long while before picking it up and holding it tightly to her chest, sinking slowly into the seat.

This room had once been filled with laughter.

It had once carried the sound of a little girl singing.

Once held the hesitant, off-tempo notes of a piano in training.

Now, it was too quiet.

She rose again, walking down the narrow hallway toward a closed door—a door that had not been opened in months. Her hand trembled slightly as she turned the knob.

The faint scent of dust rose to greet her. The curtains were still patterned with fairytale princesses. Three teddy bears sat at the head of the bed, untouched since that day.

Aria stood in the center of the room for minutes that felt longer, as though if she stood still enough, the memories might walk toward her on their own.

Mommy, if I pretend to be asleep... I won’t have to go to school, right?

The small voice was still clear in her head.

But the child wasn’t here anymore.

She stepped back, closing the door gently—almost as if afraid that a louder sound might awaken the grief that lived quietly in these walls.

In the kitchen, she opened a drawer and took out a small notebook, flipping to a page that read:

Don’t look away from the truth, even if it’s ugly.

She’d written that to herself on a day when she felt everything slipping from her grasp. A day when the world insisted she “forget” and “move on.” But she had written it down—so that one day, if she forgot she didn’t want to forget, there would be proof.

She sat at the kitchen table, facing the same window, staring at Number 47—silent now, like all the other houses.

Yet in the silence of Kat’s house... something felt wrong.

She could have sworn she’d seen a flicker of movement behind the curtains before.
Could have sworn she’d heard something on nights when the whole village should have been asleep.
Or maybe... she was imagining it.

That evening, the sky was still cloudless, as if summer had forgotten to end the day.

Aria stood once again at the window, hands cupped around a warm white mug of tea—lavender blended with peppermint. The scent reached her nose but did nothing to ease the tightness in her chest.

Number 47 was quiet.

Too quiet.

By now—just before five—Kat’s house should have been alive with sound: children’s footsteps, the garage door opening, small bursts of laughter drifting over the garden wall.

Tonight, there was nothing.

She glanced at the clock. 5:14 p.m. Then her eyes returned to the house across the street.

That’s when she saw it—a shadow.

Someone was moving behind the innermost curtain of the living room window. No lights were on, just the dim, slanting light of the evening sun, stretching the shadow into something longer than it should have been. It shifted slowly, then froze.

Aria’s eyes narrowed, staring until her vision blurred. She couldn’t tell if her mind was filling in what she couldn’t see clearly, or if it was real.

A moment later, the front door opened suddenly. Kat stepped out, two large bags in her arms. Her face was paler than usual, her T-shirt creased in a way that spoke of hours unworn, unwashed.

Aria almost opened her own door to call out—but stopped.

Kat paused at her own doorstep, glancing left and right, like someone checking for danger.

And even from this distance, Aria was sure she saw it—Kat’s hands were shaking. Not from the weight of the bags. Not from the heat.

It was the trembling of someone afraid. Deeply afraid.

The door of Number 47 closed again with a quiet click, swallowing Kat back into the same heavy silence.

Aria stood there for a long time. She wasn’t sure what she was waiting for—a scream, a flash of light, something solid to justify the unease pressing against her ribs.

But nothing came.

No sound.

No light.

Only a silence that seemed to grow denser by the minute.

And in that silence, Aria began to wonder...

Perhaps the perfection Lumiraville was so proud of... was nothing more than the most seamless mask she had ever seen.

That night, Lumiraville was too quiet.

No insects.

No passing cars.

Not even the occasional bark from the neighbor’s dog—a sound that usually came whenever someone walked down the street.

Aria couldn’t sleep.

The clock on her bedside table read 12:47 a.m. She lay on a bed far too wide for one person, turning over in the sheets. The faint glow from the hallway lamp slipped through the bedroom door left slightly ajar, casting soft shapes of furniture—but not enough to dispel the hollow stillness pressing in.

Then she heard it.

Faint—so faint she almost thought she’d imagined it.

She got out of bed and stepped into the living room, stopping at the window once again.

Number 47 was in complete darkness. But it wasn’t ordinary darkness.

It was the kind that seemed to swallow everything—no shadows, no reflections, not even the dim flicker of a TV screen or a nightlight glow.

And then... the sound came again.

Not a scream.

Not even a cry for help.

It was the sound of sobbing—muted, as if buried under blankets or hidden behind a distant wall.

Aria strained to listen.

She couldn’t be sure if it came from next door... or if it was just her mind inventing noises to fill the oppressive quiet.

She stayed there for several long minutes, until the sound faded away.

It disappeared—taking with it some stillness inside her, replacing it with the first faint stirrings of unease she could no longer ignore.

By the next morning, everything would appear perfectly normal.

The children would go to school.

Kat would smile.

Than would offer his polite greeting.

Every house would hum with the steady rhythm of a picture-perfect life.

But tonight...

Tonight, Aria had heard it.

And though she didn’t yet know what it was, she knew only one thing—

Some things in this place should never be this quiet.

Kat’s voice lingered in her mind—

that smile that didn’t match her eyes,

that “sweet dreams” that sounded more like “I’m trapped.”

And Aria had no way of knowing that by tomorrow...

Kat would be gone.
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The Smile Next Door

The next morning, the sky over Lumiraville was impossibly clear again.

Sunlight filtered through the treetops exactly as it had the day before.

Birdsong, the hum of cicadas, the soft rush of a car along the street—each sound arrived right on cue.

Except... for Number 47.

Aria sensed it before she even took her first sip of coffee.

She drew the curtains slowly, eyes fixed on Kat’s front door.

No Than.

No children’s laughter.

No Kat at the gate, waving goodbye with her usual bright smile.

Maybe they slept in?

Maybe someone’s sick?

She tried to settle on ordinary explanations. But the quiet wasn’t ordinary.

The lawn was still immaculate.

The milk delivery box sat untouched on the step.

And the living room curtains were drawn tight—too tight.

Aria stood watching longer than she meant to, half expecting Kat to burst out at the last second, laughing, waving, as if nothing had happened.

But nothing did.

She sat at the table again, the wood creaking softly under her weight. The sound of her own breathing felt unnatural in the stillness.

Her coffee hadn’t changed.

But everything else had.

Last night... did I hear something? Or was it just a dream?

The memory of that faint sobbing still clung to her mind, like a scent embedded deep in fabric.

She rose again, stepping back to the window. The sunlight shifted with the breeze.

Number 47 remained still.

Not just “no one’s

















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee

DEAD
SILENCE

NORA VALE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





